THE    GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

of the country, it is a symbol of Japan, yet I noticed
little in the Bay of Tokyo, and later, occupied with
the complicated process of landing, nothing in
Yokohama, to remind me of it. On one side of the
Bay of Tokyo, at the foot of wooded hills, giant,
aluminium-painted oil tanks, shaped like gasometers,
decorated the seashore. On the other side, clusters of
wireless masts, chains of electric pylons appeared over
the landscape, pricking the sky. Aeroplanes, singly and
in platoons, hummed overhead; sea-planes ripped up
the water and roared a yard above our masts; islands,
no more than a heap of rocks but fortified, came into
sight, drew sinisterly near, unphotographcd, and
slipped behind us. Pinnaces and motor-boats dashed
out from hidden coves along the shores, circled about,
uncommunicative, and dashed away.

The scene was like an armed fortress, the atmosphere
suddenly of war. Even a bare volcanic islet, the size
of a suburban garden, that had recently, one night,
risen out of the sea, was now inhabited and a "fortified
zone.'* What manner of heroes formed its garrison,
and how did they sleep of nights for wondering
whether their fort might not vanish as it had come e

In Yokohama we docked to the minute, in perfect
style. Brown sea-hawks and white gulls hovered and
swooped about the ship's masts. Gentlemen in sober
grey cloaks, with arm-hole capes, wooden sandals,
and homburg hats, watched us phlegmatically from
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